The comical! Hitforie of 

Vaylingher high top lower then her ribs 

To idle hcrburiall;J&buld I goeto Church 

And fee the holy edifice of (lone 

And not befhinke me fhaighrof dangerous rocks, 

which touching bur my gentle veflcls fide 

would fatter ail her fpiceson the (lieaine. 

Enrobe the roring waters with my filkes, 

And'in a word, but euen now worth this, 

And now worth nothing. Shall I haue the thought 
To fbinkc on this, and (hall I lack the thought 
That fucli a thing bechaunc’d would make me fad ? 
But tell not me, I know ssinthonio 
Is fad to fbinkc vpon his merchandize. 

Antk. Beleeue me no, I thanke my fortune for it 
My ventures are not in one botteme trufted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eflate 
Vpon the fortune ofthis prelent yeere : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you areinlouc. 

Anth. Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs lay you arc fad 
Becaufeyou are not merry; and twereas ea tie 
For you to laugh and leape, and lay you are merry' 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Iantu , 
Nature hath framd (Irangefellowes in her time : 

Some that will euermore peepe through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrats at a bagpyperf 
And other offuch vinigarafpeff, 

That theyie not Ihew theyr teeth in way offmile 
Though 7-{eflor fweare theieft be laughable. 

Enter Baffanw, Lorenfo , and Gratiano. 

Sola. Here comes "Bahama your moll noble kinfman, 
(fratiano, and Lorenfo, Faryewell 3 
Weleaueyou now with better company. 

Sala I would haue ftaid till I had made you merry, 
It worthier friends had not preuented me. 

Anth, Your worth is very deere in my regard. 






the Merchant of Venice. 

I take it your owne bufines calls on you, 

And you embrace th’occafion to dcpai t. 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. 

Tafi Good figniors both when fhal we laugh ; fay, when . 

You grow exceeding ft range : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Weele make our ieyfures to attend on yours. 

Exeunt S alar wo, and Solanio • 

/ 

Lor. My Lord Bajfamo Xmcc you haue found Anthonie 
Wc two will leaue you, but at dinner time 
I pray you haue in mindc where we raud meetc. 

-ABaff. I will riot faile you. 

' Grat. Youlooke not well fignior Anthonio, 

You haue too much refpett vpon the world : 

They loofeit that doe buy it with much care, 

Beleeue me you are meruailoufly changd. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world Gratiano, 

A flage, where euery man muft play a part. 

And mine a (ad one- 
Grati. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckles come. 

And let my liuer rather heatc with wine 
Then my hart code with mortifying grones. 

Why fliould a man whofe blood is warme within. 

Sit like his grandfire, cut in Alablafter ? 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into the Iaundies 
By beeing peeuilh ? I tell thee what csAnthonio, 

I loue thee, and fis my loue that (peakes ; 

T here arc a fort of men whofe vifages 
Doe creameand mantle like a (landing pond. 

And doe a wilful llilnes entertaine, 

With purpofc to be drefl in an opinion 
Ofwifedome, grauitie, profound conceit. 

As who (hould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barley 
O my Anthonio I doe know of thefe 
That therefore onely are reputed wife 

A 3; For 
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